LETTERS  TO  AN  UNKNOWN                  19

which were to fall  upon me.     The other
night, as I could not sleep, I reviewed in my
mind all the miseries which have troubled
me for a fortnight, and found only one com-
pensation for them, which was your amiable
letter.    Now I wish I could stab the sun, as
the Andalusians say.    I had a superb stone,
well cut, brilliant,   scintillating,  admirable,
I believed it was a diamond which I should
not exchange for that of the Grand Mogul.
Not at all.     It is a false stone.     A chemist
friend of mine has just made the analysis of
it.     Imagine my disappointment.    I have
spent a great deal of time thinking of this
pretended diamond and of my good fortune
in finding it.    Now I must spend as much
time, if not more, in persuading myself that
it was only a false stone.

This is only an apologue. I took dinner
day before yesterday with the false dia-
mond, and made a sad face. When I am
angry I handle well enough the rhetorical
figure called irony, and I praised the good
qualities of the diamond in the heaviest
style that I knew, and with glacial coolness,
I do not know why I tell you all this, since